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full view of the grey rocks and the silver lake. And the curlews
called and the plovers whistled with their strange wild whistle
about the sunny hill. The Solitary was infinitely pleased to
learn that the grey rocks which looked at us across a cwm
from the opposite hill si^e had been observed and admired by
other people than himself. *I said to myself/ he observed, 'that
those were very beautiful rocks.'

He told us that he had been very ill with internal inflammation,
whether of liver or lungs he did not know. He had gone to Builth
for some medicine which he thought he had chosen very judiciously,
camomile pills, and he believed they had done him much good.
It was touching to hear the Solitary man say rather mournfully and
despondingly, *And I thought I was as strong as ever again, but
when I walked to Hay and back yesterday I found my mistake.' To
be ill and to grow old in that lone hut without a soul to care for him
or to turn his head. How wretched a prospect fo r the poor Solitary.

It was touching too to find that in his loneliness the hermit had
been employing his time in inventing without help or sympathy,
and perfecting, two new systems of shorthand which he had pub-
lished in Manchester and London. *I said to myself', he remarked,
'that I thought I might find out a new way/

The Solitary told us that he had two little bounty farms in
Llandeilo Graban. He kept a few fields in his own hands and
occasionally went over the hill to see his land. The Anchorite and
the Mayor of Painscasde had both heard of Tom Tobacco's grave,
but neither knew the mysterious story of the lonely grave on the
open hill, and only the Mayor could tell me the place of the grave,
on the top of the ridge where Llanbedr Hill marches with the Hill
of Llandeilo Graban.

When we came down from ofTthe hill the Solitary compelled us
to come into his hut again and sit down for a while. The gambo
stood at the door with its load of mawn but the landlord and his
horse and son were gone home. At our request the anchorite
hunted among his piles of rubbish with a candlestick covered with
the thick grease ot years, trying unsuccessfully to find one of his
shorthand pamphlets in print. But to give us an idea of his system
he drew to the table a flour pan covered with a board, and sitting
down on it he produced a pencil and a piece of paper and for our
benefit wrote in shorthand the following verse which he had seen